DEATH  OF 


A 


THE  DEATH  AND  BVRIAI 

OF  PRETTY 

COCK  ROBIN. 


Who  kill’d  Cock  Robin? 
“I,”  said  the  Sparrow, 

“  With  my  bow  and  arrow, 
“I  kill’d  Cock  Robin. 


Who  saw  him  diet 


“I,”  said  the  Fly, 
“With  my  little  eye, 
“  I  saw  him  die.” 


Who  caught  his  blood  1 
“I,”  said  the  Fish, 
“With  my  little  dish, 
“I  caught  his  blood.” 


This  is  the  Fish  that  held  the  Dish. 


Who’ll  d*g  his  grave, 


“I,”  said  the  Owl, 

“With  my  spade  and  shovel, 


“And  I’ll  dig  his  grave. 

This  Owl  so  brave,  dug  Cock  Robin’s  Grave. 


Who  will  be  the  parson? 

“  I,”  said  the  Rook, 

“  With  my  little  book, 

“  And  I’ll  be  the  parson.” 


Here’s  Parson  Rook,  reading  his  Book 


4 


Who  will  carry  the  link? 
“I,”  said  the  Linnet, 

“  Will  fetch  it  in  a  minute, 
“And  I’ll  carry  the  link.” 


Here’s  the  Linnet  with  Light  altho’  ’tis  not  Night. 


Who  will  bear  the  pall  i 
“We,”  said  the  Wren, 
Both  the  cock  and  the  hen; 


“We  will  hear  the  pall.” 


These  Wrens  so  small,  held 


Cock  Robin’s  Pall 


Who  will  toll  the  Bell? 
“I,”  says  the  Bull, 

“  Because  I  can  pull ; 

So,  Cock  Robin,  farewell.” 

Then  all  the  Birds  fell  to  sighing  and  sobbing, 

When  they  heard  the  great  Bell  for  little  Cock  Robin  ; 
And  vowed  that  the  Sparrow,  who  his  life  took  away, 
Should  be  tried  for  the  murder  the  very  next  day. 


